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Her Good Intentions. 

BY ELIZABETH CHENEY, 

Sunday, April 12th.—That was really 

a great sermon on Missions vhatiour pas- 

tor preached this morning! I never real- 

lized before that I am personally respon- 

sible for some of the darkness of heathen 

lands, or that my few dimes and prayers, 

and my interest, may ba like the loaves | 

and fishes that were blessed by Jesus to 

the feeding of five thousand. 

The pastor told us about a Bible 

woman in India whom a few poor factory 

girls in this country supported at thirty 

dollars a year. She was the means of 

the conversion of a Hindu young man 

who became a preacher and has brought 

hundreds to Christ. Oh, it just thrills 

me to Hpk 3 being the means of saving 

even one soul! “Will there be any stars 

in my a Well, at least, I will try 

to go to our monthly missionary meeting 

from this time forward. I am so glad I 

am interested. 

May 17—Dear me! This is the day for 

our Woman's vhs: Missionary Society 

meeting, and I declare if I hado’t for 

gotten it, and now it is half past four 

to me, “did I 

I'll go next 
o'clock! Something says 

ever forgot my club?’ Well, 
£3} 

month sure, 

June 15.—What a pity il rains today! 

Of course I cannot go to the missionary 

m esting in this storm. But I'm not re- 

sponsible for the weather, that’s certain. 

Hello! Why, yes, 

No, it wont put 

You know I bave a pew 

storm coat and high 

There’s the ‘phone, 

Molly, I'll run down, 

me cub one bit. 

rubber-lined 

over-shoes, It’s a good day to teach you 

that new stitch, for nc one will be apt to 

disturb us. I'll be there in half an hour, 

Good bye! Oh, dear, there's that Voice 

again! Yes, Molly does live two blocks 

but—TI'll 

+1 11> 
Silk 

beyond “the 

month to the meeting. 

July 16 —How nice and ¢ 

here on the verandah in th 

goes little Mrs. Merril 

church, go nex} 

oon 16 18 out 

shade! There 

Bion missionary 

this warm (705 She looks just 

think the Lord re- 
meeting 

sweltering, 1 dont 

quires me to endanger my bealth by ex. 

posing wy. head to this fierce sun. Be: 

sides when I was in bathing this morning 

at the beach my head got so wet that my 

hair isn’t dry yet. 

August 15th—There wouldn't have 

been any meeting this month only for the 

fact that Mrs, Allen’s cousin is visiting 

her, and the cousin was a missionary in 

China, and cur ladies thought they onght 

to make the most of it. I'd really go to- 

day, if it wasn’t at the All ens’, 

know that Mrs. Allen is dy 

see her new mahogany dbo, and be- 

sides, I heard that she said that Sarah 

Perry said that Mrs. Peck said that we 

are living beyond our mean. I can’t en- 

dure people who gossip. T muse’t forget 

to tell Molly about the trouble between 

the Adamses. 

September 18—This is a lovely day, 

cool and bright. I really ought to go to 

the missionary meeting, but last night's 

paper had a great “ad.” abou 

mer challies reduced from sixty to fifty- 

They make such pretty 

house dresses, and will be picked right 

up. Tomorrow will be too late. If 

there is a heathen woman waiting for me. 

—Oh dear, it’s so inconvenient to have a 

conscience! Perhaps 1t is some woman 

who has lost a dear little baby, and 

doesn’t know one bit about Jesus or 

heaven. Oh, I must go to the meeting 

next time! 

ng to have us 

vU 8omo sum- 

pine cents. 

October 15.— Well, this is missionary 

day, but here is the dressmaker at three 

dollars a day, and she says that if I want 

that lace insertion in the flounce I must 

put it in myself while she is trimming 

the sleeves. I can think about the hea 

then while I sew, 

November 17.—1 certainly seem fated 

to be kept away from that auxiliary meet- 

it does seem strapge that a per 

be so often hindered from attending. 

To-day I was just starting to put on 

my hat to go when my eyes fell on my 

library book, and I happened to recall 

that it must bave rua out, and I had not 

quite finished it. I had left off in a very 

exciting place, and I thought I would sit 

down and read the last chapters, and then 

take it back vo the library on my way to 

church. It wouldn't matter if I were 

fifteen minutes late, for I'm always afraid 

but I} 

that the president will ask me to lead in 

prayer. 

Of course it tock longer to finish the 

story than I had imagined, and I became 

so absorbed in it that I lost all track of 

time. Anyway there was an excellent 

moral. It taught one never to swerve 

from the path of duty. Wish I didn’t 

hear that voice, “Lovest thou Me?” 

December 18. —Here we are in the 

thick of the Christmas struggle. I al 

ways emerge gasping for breath, but we 

all have to go through it. Mrs, Wilcox 

had the absurdity to call for me to go 

with her to the missionary meeting, when 

I have all those rufflas to sew on Maud’s 

dolls dress. “It is a pretty note,” I said 

rather crossly, “to hold a missionary 

meeting at Christmas time.” 

Mrs. Wilcox quietly observed that 

Christmas celebrates the coming of the 

first foreign missionary, and her voice 

was so sweet and kind that I relaxed 

enough to say that if I lived through the 

holidays I would really make an effort to 

attend the first meeting in the New Year. 

January 15.—Here’s that missionary 

meeting day again! It does seem as if 

those women held it every single week, 

We have tickets for Burton Holmes this 

afternoon and of course I can’t afford to 

miss the lecture. 

other chance to hear him, and one can go 

to & I ieeaty meeting avy time. We 

must iinprove our minds as well as our 

I may never have an- 

souls 

the day I am to 

town. To be 

choice betwee 
but 

Mrs. Morberly’s afternoon tea was yes 

terday, and I could not miss that be- 

cause I must try and keep in with the 

Morb erly ne has a duty to society. 

February 17.—This is 

lanch with Mrs. Ives in 

wre, she gave me my 

the meet 

a
 

ing day, =
 

hursdsy or Friday, t 

ot
 

Wash 13.—I'm truly sorry to have to 

but 

there is such splendid sun and wind to- 

day that I've put oul all the blankets, 

and 1 cannot trust” the maid to bring 

them in without draggi ing them on the 

ground. Yes, I know there will prob- 

ably be other days this month when the 

sun will shine and the wind will blow, 

but I feel like having this dons t Oday. 

What is that! “Waft, waft ye winds his 

miss the missionary meeting again, 

the world converted. ¢ 

to work harder for it. 

The church ought 

April 156sh—Our pastor 

anpual missionary sermon this 

and 1 sat there and thought of my good 

intentions of last year, and how 1 had 

not been able to attend a single meeting 

all the year. But I always stayed away 

for some good reason. I hope to do bet- 

ter this year I wonder why I recall those 

preached his 

morning 

lines. 

“What kind of a church wouid our church 

be, 

If every member were just like mel” 

Perhaps I ought to go further and say, 

“What kind of a world would this 

world be, 
If every Christian were just like me?” 

~—Woman's Missionary Friend. 
— 

Holiness Practical. 
ar er — 

Holiness is a practical thing. Inward- 

ly it deals with the cleansing of the heart 

from all sin, the rooting out of the ‘old 

man,” the infilling of the Holy Ghost and 

a baptism of inexpressible joy and peace, 

But it also has an external expression 

and in a affects 

the actions of the daily life. It conforms 

the cuter life to the spirit of holiness and 

makes it a genuine counterpart of the 

Christ-life within, It shows itself 

most significant way it 

in 

ready, perfect obedience to the will of 

God. It shows itself in marked opposit- 

ion to all forms of sin and establishes the 

soul against all parley with Satan and by 

casting out the ‘carnal mind” makes 

compromise with sin in any form impos- 

ible. It brings a boundless love for the 

sinner but deadly hatred for his sins, It 

shows its practical side in sympathy with 

the 

midst of lifes disappointments, it ssorrows 

world’s suffzring and woe and in the 

and its heart- aches, 1b gives an even tran 

quility to the mind and a victorious tri- 

umph to the soul. Let the practical and 

the theoretical go hand in hand; they 
were given for that purpose. They are 

one; if ever seperated our profsssion of 

holiness is a defective thing.— Weslyan 
Methodist. 

Be thou prepared for the fight, if 
thou wilt win the wvictory.—Kempis. 
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The missionary spirit is a hopeful spirit 

It has no sympathy with gloomy views of 

the world, It believes that it is growing 

not worse but better. It looks upon it 

has been given to 

reclaim 

be- 

as a heritage which 

Christ, and which he is already 

nd will bring wholly nader His 

nign sway. 
Tho 1@ missionary spirit is a ah anthropic 

spirit. It is the reverse of that arrogant 

pride of race which looks with contempt 

It bas 

learned to lock upon all men 28 an ultim- 

ate brotherhood in Christ. 

man after the flesh. 

ing {y &E 
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upon inferior types of mon. 

It knows no 

The missionary spirit 1s a compassion 

There are those who deny 

this—who charge on the friends of mis- 

sions a nard, relentless creed, which con- 

demns the heathen to perdition. They 

are more benevolent; they dont belisve in 

ate spirit, 

and 

therefore innocent, It was easy for Satan 

“Thou shalt not surely die;” but 

Christ condemned the world, and then 

died for its ransom. So the enemies of 

but it 

is only the missionary spirit that actually 

does anything for the heathen. That 

alone really loves and pities them. 

The missionary spirit is a broad aad in- 

telligent spirit. Its scops extends beyond 

our immediate neighborhood —certainly 

beyond our own selfish interests. It takes 

in the nations, becomes interested in all 

lands and races, watches the great moral 

movements of the world and rejoices in 
advancement 

the condemnation of the ignorant 

to say 

missions abound in cheap theories; 

the of men everywhere. 

The missionary spirit is a grateful spirit 

it does not easily or selfishly forget that 

through all its history the Gospel has 

been transmitted by one generation to 

another and by one nation to another; 

that wo ourselves were a heathen race 

when the Apostles were sent to the Gan- 

to just auch missionary effets as we in 

turn are called upon to put forth. 

It motto those 

words of Carist’s: “Freely hava ye receiv 

ed; freely give.” 

Tho 

takes as irs sublime 

missionary spirit :s a prayerful 

or. Prayer that only asks, with endless 

repatition, for one’sown little selfish mat. 

ters is not worthy of the name; it is only 

saying grace. And whan a church can only 

pray for showerd'ef m mercy large enough 

to till its own little spiritual cistern it 

can scarcely be said to pray; it certainly 

is praying without the Spirit, 
“Thy kingdom come,” iz the epitome 

of true prayer, and no one who disclaims 

the missionary epiric can rightly offe’ 

that petition. Ib 1s a meaningless mock- 

ery upon his lips.—The Foreign Mission- 
ary. 

He Feared the Gate, 

Late 

was 

p
g
 

D
 ons storiny night the old doctor 

surmonad to see a man who had 

been attacked with sudden illness un the 

cars, and had stopped at a little inn near 

the railway station about three miles 

from the village. The patient proved to 

be ‘Squire Joyce’, from the neighboring 

county, whom the doctor slightly knew. 

He examined him carefully, and gave him 
medicine tzken from his saddlebags. Then 

he arose to go, 

o
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smiling cheerfully down 

at the anxious face of the sufferer, 

“You will, 1 think, find yourself bet- 

ter in the morning—able, I hope to go on 

your journey,” he said. 

“You. Stay a minute, doctor, I want 

you to be honest with me, 

seizures like this before. 

again?” 

“It is probable.” 

“I want the truth—all of it. 

die in one of them tomorrow?’ 

> BY es, r it may not be for years, 

is ancortain, Do not waste your 

I have had 

Shall I see them 

I may 

It 

life in 

anticipating them. We must all go 

{ igh tho same gate some day.” 

The same gate—yes! Bub beyond 

the gate—what 18 there?” 

His eyes were on the doctors face full 

of doubt, almost of pain, 

The two men were silent a moment, 

“What is there!’ Joyce repeated harshly. 

“You are a member of the church—a 

Christian. I have no religious belief. Tell 

me, for the love of God, what is there be- 

yond? If I may go tomorrow, what shall 

{ find?’ 

“T do not know.” 

tile, and that we owe ail that we enjoy’ 

PRE has learned to eail on God for k 

: pr i jes is inte JPCBSSOrY; it offers real pray- 

story?” Well, I really would love to see 

en did not speak for awhile, and 

then gave a forced laugh. “I need your 

help more for this than for mv disease. 

You ars a shrewd man of the world a 

cood man, Sometimes I am greatly de- 

thicking of this darkness into 

which I am 

pressed 

going. For thousands of 

vears men bave gone out into it, 

th weir loved ones behind, and not one has 

sent back a wo to say how it fared with 

him-—not one.” 

“You are an old man, dector,” said 

Joyce, turning quickly on him. “Yon are 

not far from the gate yourself. Are you 

not afraid of what may be beyond?” 

“No,” said the old “No, I am 

not afraid. May I ask y a to look here?” 

He arose and opened the docr. Outside 

in the dark ball, lay = fox terrier, 

drenched with rain. He was crouched on 

the fioor, his eyes fixed on the closed door. 

“This is my dog, a bright, eff:ctionate, 

jittle fallow. He has followed me through 

leaving 

man, 

Te A 

> outside the the storm, and has teen lyiag 
closed 

* 

door, knowing that I was in this 

chamber. He never was here befure, Ile 

did not knew what was in this room. He 

did not care to know, 1 was im it, his 

who has cared for 

him. He was not afraid.” 

Joyce looked at the doctor a moment 

before he spoke. 

“You mean” — 

“] mean that I am like poor Punch. I 

am not afraid of the dark room to which 

I am going. I do not ask to know what 

is there. In all thess later years cof my 

life I have felt that Ha cared for me. My 

confidence has been such that I have 

sen assured that in my hours of trial He 

has never failed me hers. I sincercly be- 

lieve He will not fail ms yonder.” 

“But—I-—I—do not know Him” 

“He knows you. I think I am author- 

ized by the declaration of the Bible to 

say that his hand is stretched out to you, 

T think, too, that I can 

you to take it. You can accept Him as 

your guide and your teacher if you will 

That done io sincerity, you will nog fear 

master, whom he loves, 

reverently ask 

the gate. nor all that lies 

Youth's sp ae 

beyond,” — 

Saivation i fw To-Day. 
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~T was once ds a. country town, and I 

alee SS RUrgeon 

said to my host when I went to bed: 

“I have to be in Londen tomorrow, 

and I cannot gob up in time for my work 
unless I leave by a train which I can 

catch readily eucugh if you will wake me 

at six.” 

ooh ns, EWR) 

Well, my host was an Irishman, so he 

woke me at five and told me I 

had only vo sleep. The conse- 

quence If 

he had only awakened me at the gl 

o'clock 

an hour 

was that I missed my train. 

ime and said, “N »» you must get up,” 

I should have drs 

said, 

bub as he 

“you have only another hour to 

sleep,” of course I slept being weary, 

The same principle applies to you, If 

I say to you, “Go homo and think it over 

all the week,” I shall be giving vou a 

week to rebel against God, and I heve no 

right to do that. I shall be giving you a 

week to continue an unbeliever; aud he 

that is an unbeliever is in peril of eternal 

ruin, for “he that believeth not shall be 

dammed.” 

Worse than all, 

other weeks, to months, perhaps years, 

zznd ab once; 

the week may lead to 

I can 

pot give you five minutes. God, the Holy 

Ghost, speaks by me now to souls and He 

says, ‘Today if ye will hear his voice, 

harden not vour hearts.” he Holy 
Ghost says, “Today, even today.” 

oarchance a whole eternity of wos. 

The Cruelty of Fault-Finding. 

Far too quick are our eyes for defect 

Imperfection has a great atiraction for 

us; it draws our thought by a strange 

spell, and has a genius for holding our at 
tention. We can see the wart on Crom 

well’s face, and that is often all we can 

seo; the strong, pure face, full of high re- 

solve and elevated thought and refining 
pa-sion, of which, perhaps, the wart is the 

only defect, is often veiled and hidden. 

Woe can always add the “but” to the long 

enumeration of the qualities of man’s 

character, and are often not slow to do it; 

lis fine glory avd many daring and Hogn: 

tiful qualities have not revealed to us 

their splendor and their grace. We know 

exactly where men fail, the sordid and 

sorrowfnl story of their tradgedy we cap 

recite even to the last recorded syllable; 

but we have had no eyes for their vic- 

dy pias 

tories; we have net seen the bitter strug- 

gles, some of which have been “with con- 

fused noise, and garments rolled in blood.” 
Oh, the critics of the world, and the 

faull. finders name is surely legion, 

their shadow is as the shadow of =a nesti- 

lence, and their infinence is full of ane! 

From them thsir flows no gracious influ- 

ences: their lips have no habitual and 

sweet encouragements; they help not the 

graciousness of the world; they touch not 

the earth with anything of the beauty of 

the heavens, and they know not the rap- 

ture of the returning benedictions. Be 
ing sordid, they see sordidness; selfish- 
ness lifts the veil from her disfigured face 
to their selfish soul; they are disturbers 
of the common peace, breakers up of the 
world’s restfnlness, and bitter, if uncon- 
scious foes of the general good.—Rev. 
Beesley Austin, 

4 True Piety is Thankful. 

Many years ago when Fernando Wood 
was mayor of New York, he declined to 

issue the custemary call to Thanksgiving 

upon the ground that “we had nothing 

thahkfa! for.” The Rev. Dr. Step- 

hen H. Tyng who was then the rector of 

St. George's Church in that city where 

Mayor Wood attended, rebuked this <en- 

timate of selfishness and ingratitude with 

such severity that the mayor rose and 

But 

Tyng 

th vith Mayor Wood. He said to him- 

self Eres “he had a single eye to the pub- 

lic 

te 

to be 

ed out of the church in anger. 

sple sympathized with Dr. more pec 

vi (aN 

» good,” but the judgement of his con. 

i oraries was that his ‘single eye” 

looked ever towards his private advance- 

ment, and that selfishness ruled him. A 

proud and selfish soul is never satisfied 

with the gifts of God, and is continually 

rohearsing and magnifying the afflictions 

and trials of life. Such persons treasure 

eries and brood over their mis- 

keep God's mercies 

and blessings out of sight. If they re- 

ceive ever =o much it is only a ground for 

, and yrivation or 

trouble comes, hes complain ss if they 

Their gratitude has 

defined as 

whilo they 

OX po cting more when 

were hardly used. 

been well “a lively sense of 

favors to come;’ it is never a jnyful ac- 

knowledgement of favors received. A tru- 
sonl receives with: gratefal love 

the hiessings which a heavenly father be- 
stows, and, if afflictions come upoa him, 
accepts meekly and submissively the ap- 
poiutment of Ons who he khows is good 
ard only good. He is never unthank- 
full for thankfulness is a part of his re- 
ligion. 3od loves him and he is ever re- 
turning love for love.—New York Obser- 
ver. 
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What is There in it For Me? 

A lstter written to a, man for in- 

formation which would have cost him 

not a was returned 

rith endosement: What 1s there in 

I: was not in human 

nature to resist such an opportunity 

moment's time 

it for me?’ 

to relieve 

reply: 

“All right, little man, live up to 

that doctrine, and you will get it— 

but that is all you will get. When 

you have finished your course, you 

may estate—but you will 

else; no mourning 

friends will weep over your bier; your 

our mind, and here is the 

leave an 

leave nothiog 

commusity will feel no ssase of afflic- 

tion mn your departure; no recipients 

of your good offices will feel that they 
have lost a friend and brother; no 

human being will be able to say that 

he has been helped upward and on- 

ward by you; but all that is nothing 

to you if you can only get money, 
| Rat 

it Aud it is men like you, little 1aen, 

that are doi 12g great dawage (o the 
best interests of the country. Men 
who go i : igh life with the cold- 
blooded, selfish determination that 

every move must have “something in 
it for them” usually get their desires, 
and at the end of the journey will 
have the certain knowledge that they 
have not paid their footing to the 
community, and that their lives will 
be charged up to the debit side in the 
great general ledger of humanity. 

“ ‘What is there in it for you? 
Much, little man, if you have a heart 
that felt right, and eyes that saw 
straight, and ears that caught the 
truth: but without those things there 
is nothing else in this world for you.” 
—HKxchange, 


